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Best Christmas Ever 


It wasn't much but it was theirs. It was the only place Jerry could afford. It was a five hundred square foot 
studio on the fourth floor of an old brick building in Pioneer Square with no elevator and no air conditioning. But 
when Stone agreed to move in with him, it felt like a castle to Jerry. He knew that Stone didn't need a place to 
live. He knew that his boyfriend had a pretty cushy deal at home with his parents. When Stone told him he 
wanted to live with him, Jerry's heart melted. 


Their Christmas tree was one of the last in the lot, overlooked for obvious reasons. Its needles were already 
dropping and it looked a little bare. But Jerry insisted on buying it (at a discount) and the pair carried it eight 
blocks and four flights up to their little nest. Jerry had picked up an old Lawrence Welk Christmas record at 

the Fremont antique mall last week, which made Stone wrinkle his nose. But Jerry put it on the old turntable 

and popped some corn after they got the straggly tree set up. 

"So, popcorn and Lawrence Welk on Christmas Eve, huh? Is this a tradition?" 

"It could be. You got a problem with that?" Jerry teased. 


"Nope." The brunette smiled 


Stone's mother gifted him a box of old, spare decorations and, together, he and Jerry hung all the garland and 
tinsel and ornaments and then Stone handed Jerry the old, tin star. 


"Oh, no. | can't. You do it." 

‘| want you to." Stone smiled. 

Jerry took the star and kissed his boyfriend's cheek. He laughed softly when the record started to skip. 
"as big as a Kite, as big as a kite, as big as a kite." 

Stone laughed, too, as he pulled away from Jerry and fixed the record. 


As the climbed into their secondhand queen-sized bed, which was just the box spring and mattress on the 
floor in the corner of the small room, Jerry wanted to leave on the lights on the tree. "For Santa," He claimed. 


‘Santa only comes after we've fallen asleep, right?" 

Jerry purred as he snuggled down under the thick blankets, "Mmhmm." 

"Good. Then we won't be interrupted by the jolly, fat bastard," Stone murmured as he pounced on Jerry. 

In the morning, Jerry woke up first and carefully slipped from the bed, pulling on a pair of long johns and a 
navy blue winter beanie. He left Stone to sleep some more and started a pot of coffee. While it brewed, Jerry 
leaned against the small kitchen counter and gazed at the tree across the room. It seemed greener, fuller, and 
taller than it did last night. Jerry decided it was probably because he wasn't fully awake yet and his eyes were 
playing tricks on him. He brought a coffee mug with him and settled into the beat-up, old red armchair that 
sat in the window, beside the tree. 

He reached for a pack of Marlboros and a lighter that sat on the windowsill and noticed a single, small wrapped 
box sitting on one of the tree's boughs. Jerry smiled and glanced back at his sleeping boyfriend. Stone must 
have gotten up during the night and put the gift on the tree for him. When he leaned over and picked it up, 
Jerry noticed the tag. 

"To Stone, Love Santa" 

"| thought we agreed no gifts," Stone murmured from bed. 


Jerry turned. "Hey, gorgeous. Merry Christmas." 


Stone got up and scratched his messy hair before pulling on Jerry's red leggings. He poured himself a coffee 
and then settled in Jerry's lap. 


The blonde held out his arm while Stone got comfortable and then wrapped it around his shoulders. 


"What did you buy me? We said no gifts, Jer." Stone repeated and kissed his boyfriend's lips. "Merry 
Christmas." 


"| didn't buy anything. This is from Santa" 
"Oh, okay." Stone played along. "When you see him again, tell him thanks." 


"| didn't see him. Its on the tag." Jerry set the small box on Stone's thigh and showed him the small, 
handwritten tag. 


"Who wrote this? Their handwriting is much neater than yours." 

"Santa, | assume." 

"Of course." Stone tore the red gift wrapping off the small white box and then lifted the lid. "Oh, wow." 
"What is it?" Jerry tried to peer over Stone's shoulder. 

The brunette gave him a little smirk "Oh, you don't know?" 

Jerry tried to convince him one more time. "Stone, | didn't buy anything. I'm broke, remember?" 


"I know you shouldn't have bought anything, but this is cool. | love it" Stone pulled the gift from the box and 
held it up for Jerry. "Put it on for me?" 


Jerry had to laugh. In Stone's hands was a cheap gold necklace with a large VH logo for Van Halen in the middle. 
As he took it from his boyfriend, he asked, "Did you really ask Santa for this?" 


Stone pulled his hair to one side. "No!" And then he gave Jerry a curious look. "Actually, | might have a long 


time ago. | remember seeing it in a magazine and loved it. How did you know? Where did you find it?" 
| told you. It wasn't -" 

"Okay, fine. It was Santa." 

Jerry gently brought the necklace around Stone's neck and hooked the clasp. 

"Whether its from you or Santa, | love it” 


He kissed Stone's bare shoulder. "I'm glad." 


Stone settled in, snuggling into Jerry's chest, peering up at him with big, saucer eyes. "I love you." 


Jerry wrapped his arms around Stone and smiled. "Best Christmas ever." 


